i86            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

inkling of what was intended penetrated
the minds of the princes and their ministers,
just as all the officers guessed that it was
the Jubraj who was 'wanted.1

However, business being over for that
day, we set to work to amuse ourselves as
best we could, strolling about the grounds,
and into the bazaar in the evening. We
had already arranged to have a polo-match
one day during Mr. Quinton's visit, in which
the princes were to play ; and the regent
had promised to have a review of his troops,
which was always a pretty sight. In addition
to this, the band had been lent to us to
play every evening at dinner; and we were
to have a Manipuri nautch on the Monday,
followed by a Naga dance the next evening, if
the weather permitted. This programme had
been drawn up by my husband and myself
two or three weeks before Mr. Quinton's
arrival, but it has since come to light that the
Jubraj suspected us of treachery in asking him
to arrange and be present at these nautches.